We were in one of those tunnels, smelling the stink of the city. Was this the Lincoln, or 
the Holland? I could hear Suzanna cursing the gas station over the cough of her little VWs 
engine. How did they put water in the gasoline, anyway? Wasn’t it all closed up somewhere? 
I turned to Suzanna. She knew so much about things, and never told me to stop asking 
questions. She wouldn’t look at me. 


My stomach started to get upset, the way it did with other people, when they got mad. 
But I’d never seen Suzanna mad at me, even when I peaked in her room at the Wonder Woman 
poster she was saving for my seventh birthday. 


“Look.” 


Her voice was wrong, not hers. I tried to look over at her, but I couldn’t move. What did 
Ido? It was like... Why were we pulling over? 


Suzanna looked up at the rear view mirror, at something behind us. When she turned 
back, leaning to look me in the eyes, her face wore a mask of fright. 


“Alright, that cop is going to think you’re my daughter.” She looked at me in a weird 
way. Like I scared her, and went on, “So he’s going to think that I’m dating a Black guy. So 
don’t go making any of your smart alec remarks.” 


She turned back to her window, working the hand crank and pushing on it to finish 
rolling the window down. Just then, a big white man with a very pink face appeared in her 
window, looking over at me, then back at her. 


It was that same look I’d seen every time a kid was about to beat me up. 


